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Polaris, are you ready?" The voice was broken up by a bad signal. Dave brought the radio near his face and 
responded in a low murmur. 


"Yessir." He said. The other voice told him the coordinates of the next victim, and he was quick to come to the 


house's back door. 
He silenced his radio, then tried the back door. To his dismay, it was locked. He then tried the window next to it 
and discovered it to not only be unlocked but also that it was the window belonging to the room he was looking 


for. 


He took the screen off quietly and crawled in, then looked at the bed and felt his heart drop. It was Marty. 


Dave took off out of the room and into the bathroom, where he turned his radio up and called in to the main 
radio. “Elysian, did you check the god damn coordinates before you fucking gave them to me?" Dave growled 
into the radio. 


"No. | didn't. Why?" He responded with a slow, uncertain voice. Dave sighed exasperatingly, then gathered 


himself. 


"Cus you gave me the coordinates to Lucretia's house. l'm bringing him over to the office and we're figuring 
out who the fuck planned to have him killed" Dave said as he walked quickly out of the bathroom and back into 
Marty's room. 


He put a hand on Marty's shoulder and shook him vigorously awake. "Wake up, Marty, we gotta go to the 


office. Someone arranged for me to kill you." Dave said with a low sigh. 


Marty sat up swiftly and looked up at Dave with wide brown eyes. He hopped out of bed, grabbed his radio and 
his jacket, then headed out the door quickly with Dave in tow. 


When they got into Dave's car, Dave radioed David and Marty sped off to the office. "Psychotron, get to the 
office right now. We got some investigating to do." He said rapidly into the radio. 


A minute passed and David finally responded. "What?" His voice was groggy and cracking, making it evident that 
he just woke up. 


"Get to the office right now. Someone ordered an assassination on Lucretia and we gotta figure out who the 


Hell called in" He repeated in detail, sending David into a panic. 


David was putting his pants on as he responded. "You guys will need to pick me up. Who the Hell would want to 
kill him, he's not even that good of a hitman" He said, his belt clanking on the ground as he was putting it on. 


Marty radioed in this time. "Don't fuckin’ push it, buddy." He growled, roaring down the streets at high speeds. 
Dave held onto the handlebar as they did. 


David was already waiting outside when they dropped by. He climbed in, and everyone turned their radios off. 
“Alright, so what's happening?" David asked. 


Marty groaned in annoyance and Dave shook his head. "Let Nick explain it, I'm fucking over it" He said lowly. 
David looked at the two and sat back with a sigh. 


When they made it to the office, Dave was the first to enter, followed by Marty and David. Nick was going 
through his call logs when they entered the office. With the book in his lap, he spun around in his chair and 
stood to walk towards ther. 


‘Ive only gotten one call from a payphone, and | didn't have the chance to record the call. They paid $400 and 
they didn't give a name for the hit, only the coordinates." He explained as he flipped the binder to show to the 


men. 


Dave raised an eyebrow. "How'd they pay for it?" He asked. Nick closed the binder and tossed it onto the desk 


again, then grabbed an envelope from a filing cabinet. 


"$400 in cash in this envelope, $200 in ones and the other $200 in tens. It was dropped off in the middle of 
the night a few days ago." He said, returning it back to the filing cabinet. 


"Well, the obvious thing to do would be to check the security tapes and test the envelope for prints," Marty 


said with crossed arms. 


Before Nick could speak, David cut in "The only issue with that is that Nick already touched the envelope a 
shit ton, we don't have tapes from Monday because the cameras were glitching that night, and if they called 
from a payphone then they probably took more measures to make sure that their tracks were covered." He 


said. 


Nick was silent for a moment until he finally gathered his words. "..Yeah. Junior, when the Hell did you start 
thinking?" He joked. David flipped him off and glared. 


"Chances are, if they believe that we killed Marty, they'll begin to send more hits in and we'll figure out who it 
is," Dave said with a sigh. "Did they ask to see the proof for themselves?" 


Nick nodded, then spoke. "Yeah. | told them they couldn't touch the body and couldn't stay for long or else they 
would be killed. It made me feel like | was in some stupid knockoff of the Terminator movies.” He said with 


boredom in his voice. 
Dave slowly smiled. "Alright. Let's get to it then. Nick, do you still have that gallon of fake blood?" He asked. 


When they returned to Marty's house, they began to bloody the bed up. Marty, while laying in bed, had some 
of the blood poured onto him from his temple, where it dripped down onto the pillow to join the larger pool of 
blood. 


The three finished not a moment too soon, as when they finished crawling back out the window, they heard 


the sound of a car door close from the front. 


Slowly, they crept to the front of the house where they could see a black Ford Bronco parked in front of 
Marty's car. When they returned to the window, the person that called the hit stood over the body to inspect 
it. 


After the person left, they crawled back into the window and got Marty up to take him back to the office. By 


the time they came out the front door, the Bronco was already gore. 


"So he had blue eyes, black clothing, and a black bandana on his face." Nick wrote down as everyone else 
crowded around his desk. 


"And round-rimmed glasses," Dave said suddenly. "He looked to be about 5'9" and around 140 to I50 pounds." He 
added. 


Nick looked up at Dave with a look of confusion. Much to his disbelief, Marty and David were staring at him 
too. "How the Hell do you estimate the height and weight of someone you barely saw the torso of?" David 
asked. 


Dave shook his head and shrugged the question off, then pulled a chair over and rested his head on his hands. 
"So, according to what we have so far, it seems that he's killing by member skill. He already targeted Marty, 
so then he'll target David, me, and finally you." He said with concentration in his eyes. 


The four sat in silence before Marty reached for the map on Nick's desk and looked back and forth between 
the number and the map. Finally, he pointed to San Bernardino County. 


"That number. It comes from the Mojave National Preserve. Some hippie was telling me about how there's a 
payphone out there in the middle of nowhere and he told me the number." Marty said quickly. "(6l9) 133-9969. 
That's the number of the Mojave Phone Booth." 


Nick looked at Marty with confused eyes. "Do we go out there?" He asked. Dave looked at Nick, then at David 
and finally at Marty. 


Marty considered, then sighed. "I think so. Its the only way we'll figure it out” He said with a soft voice. 


